

The 'tngedte <?/*Hatn!et 

You muft not put another fcaadall on him. 

That he is open to incontincncy, 

That’s not my meaning, but breath hts faults fo quently 
That they may feeme ihc taints of liberty, 

Thefiafh and out-bteake ofafiery mind, 

A fauagencs in vmeclamed blood, 

Ofgeneiall affaulf. 

Rej. But my good Lord.^ 

P ol. Wherefor fhould you doe this? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

P ol. Marry fir,heer’smy drift. 

And Ibeleeueitisafcteh ofwit. 

You laying thefcflightfullics on my forme 
As t were a thing a little foyld with working, 

Maike you,your party in conucrfe,him you would found 
Hauing cucrfcene in theprenominat crimes 
The youth you breath ot guilty, be affur’d 
He clo'es with you in this cofequence, 

Good fir,(or fo,,Jor friend or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafc,orthe addition 
Of man and country. 

Bey. Very good my Lord. 

P #/. And then fir doos a this,a doos.-what was I about to fay? 
By the maffe I was about to fay Something, 

Wheredidlleaue? 

Rey. At clofes in the confequence. 

P ol. At clofes in the confcquencc,I marry. 

He clofes thus, l know the Gentleman 
Ifaw himyefterday,orth’ocher day. 

Or then, or then, with fitch or fuch, and as you fay, 

There W'as a gaming there, or tooke in’s row'fe. 

There falling out at Tennis>or perchance 
Ifaw him enter fuch or.fuch ahoufc of fale, 
Videfizetjabrothelfiorfo foorth,fcc you now, 
Yourbattoffalfhoodttake this carpeofrruth 
And thus doe we of wifdome.and of reach. 

With wtndlefTestand with aflaies of bias. 

By indire<Ste find diredions out. 

So by my former ledureand aduife 
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Shall you my fonnejyouhaue me,haucyou not? 
p^ey. My Lord*I haue* 

Pol. God buy ycc,far yee wcIL 
Per. Good my Lord. 

Pol. Obfcrue his inclination in your fdfc* 

Rev Iflhailmy Lord, 

Pol. And let him ply his raufique. 

Rej. Well my Lord. &*** 

Enter Ophelia, 

Volo. Farwell. How now Op .?//**, whats the matter? 
Ophe % O my Lord,my Lord, I haue bcene fo affrighted* 
Volo. With what i th name o( God? 

Op he. My Lord, as 1 was fowing in my cloffet. 

Lord Wamlet with his doublet all vnbrac d. 

No hat vpen his head hi s ftockins fouled, 

Vngartred,and downe gyred to his aukl e, 

Pa e as his fhirc,M$ kne^s Knocking each other. 

And with a lo^kt fo pittious in purport 
As if he had becne ioofed cut o t hell 
Tofpcake of horrors, he comes before me- 
Volo . Mad for thy louc? 

Ophe)Ay Lord I do not know* 

But truly I doe feare it. 

Volo, Whatfaidhe? 

Ophe. He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow* 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it;long ftayd he fo, 

Ac laftja little fhaking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifed a figh fo pictious and profound. 

As it did feeme to fhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me go* 

And vvich his head oucr his fhoulders turn'd 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out a doores he went without their helps* 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 
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